TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
patently was the alcohol which soared up into your
brain and set your imagination singing while the food
beneath acted as a sod for the ascending bird. The
Halogens sat silently. But I did not look in their
direction long.
In came the Citizen; and I was well pleased. He
would keep Birrell in talk while I was being called
into consultation. My colleagues in their best pro-
fessional manner explained the position to me and
asked me to suggest a remedy.
" There is a mushroom," I said, " which if given to
women------"
" Whist, for God's sake," exclaimed Golly, looking
about him as was his wont when genuinely alarmed.
" Go aisy on that mushroom. I never heard of it
and I don't want anyone else in this place to get to
hear tell of it."
The remedy was, as Weary explained, required
by Mr. Golly and not by his spouse.
When the terror of being overheard died out of
his eyes Golly tried to set us on the train of thought.
" Jack Lalor the Barber recommends a skate's roe.
He takes one occasionally, not that he wants it.
Ye know what a warty fellow Jack Lalor is ?" I
did not; but even if I did, I refused to call in, or to
have Golly call in for me, an " unqualified assistant."
" What about a few dozen oysters ?" I suggested.
" No use," Golly said excitedly. " She'd see me
eating them and maybe order herself another dozen,
and where would I be then ?"
Evidently, I thought, Mrs. Golly secunda is no
wappened widow. Then, just to show these mer-
chants* sons that there was medicine in the blood,
" My father," I said solemnly, " on one occasion
prescribed mulled Burgundy, a dozen oysters and a
mattress in front of the fire. 'And if that fails/
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